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one step unto the lonely road (has scarred me for life) 


by hopeless_hope 


Summary 


Peter looks at Tony with conflicted eyes. “You guys must really need Spider-Man,” he says 
quietly. 


Tony furrows his brows at that. “What? Is that what you think? That we just want you for 
what Spider-Man can do for us?” 


Peter avoids Tony’s eyes as he mutters, “Why else would I be here? Isn’t that why you 
approached me in the first place?” 


Tony shakes his head, walking forward until he’s standing directly in front of Peter. He 
carefully tilts the kid’s chin up with a finger. 


“No. I mean, yeah, we were curious to know who was behind the mask, but that’s not why 
we asked you to live with us. We asked you to live with us because we met a kid who risks 
his life daily to protect people who walk by him everyday without a second glance. Because 
you were starving and cold, and because you deserve more than that.” 


In which Peter learns that he is worthy of food, shelter, and a family. (His time on the 
streets made him forget.) 


Notes 


Title taken from the song "Worthy" by Jacob Banks. 


You definitely need to read the first part of this series to understand this. 
See the end of the work for more notes 


He wakes up on the floor. 


There’s a moment where Peter can’t help but panic at the sight of the white ceiling above him and 
the weight of a blanket on top of him, but then it all comes back to him, just as it always does. 


He has a place to live now. 


It’s been a little over a week since Tony approached him in the alley, and it still doesn’t quite feel 
real. The first night, he tried to sleep on the king-sized bed, body sinking into the memory foam 
mattress. He enjoyed the softness, the warmth, the comfort. But after hours of tossing and turning, 
he had found that he simply could not sleep. 


Turns out, after spending months sleeping on cold pavement, his body just doesn’t know how to 
relax on anything else. 


So now, Peter sleeps on the floor, which is still a million times better than what he had before. 
Carpet, at least, is soft. Has a little give. 


It’s just waking up to a roof over his head that really throws him off. 


“Good morning, Mr. Parker,” FRIDAY greets, and Peter jumps, startled. That voice every morning 
throws him off too, but Peter figures there’s no getting used to having an omnipresent AI in the 
walls. 


“Uh, good morning,” he replies, tossing the large blanket off of him and stretching. 


“Boss would like me to let you know that breakfast is about to be served,” the AI informs him, and 
his stomach growls in answer. 


“Sounds good. Thank you, FRIDAY,” Peter says politely. 
“Tt’s my pleasure.” 


Peter quickly gets to his feet and walks to his closet - he has actual clothes now! - and pulls on a 
pair of sweatpants and a t-shirt, not in the mood for anything fancier. He spends most of his time 
down in the gym anyways, so he figures there wouldn’t be any point. 


After a quick brush of his hair and teeth, he hurries down to the communal kitchen. Even though 
it's common knowledge that the Avengers live in the HOWE! there’s still cares about how.. 
domestic they are that catches Peter off guard. ths swith afam and he-s-atres e 


what having onefeelstke- 





Breakfast, from what Peter has noticed in the short time he’s been here, is a casual affair. His 


mouth waters at the smell of sausage and the sizzle of bacon. Warm, home-cooked food like this is 
a luxury he’ll never take for granted again. 


“Good morning, Peter,” Steve greets kindly from where he’s scrambling eggs and manning the 
bacon at the stove. And it’s still totally unreal, because who would have guessed that some kid 
living on the street would be eating a breakfast made by Captain Fucking America? 


“Good morning!” he responds happily, stomach growling again as he takes a seat on one of the 
barstools at the island, next to Rhodey. 


Natasha is sitting on the counter next to the stove, snagging hot strips of bacon as Steve moves 
them to a plate, lightly smacking her hand away. She grins smugly as she tears off a bite. 


Tony is leaning against the island, on the other side of Rhodey, watching everyone contentedly as 
he cradles a cup of steaming coffee. Meanwhile, Clint is already raiding the fridge, drinking 
straight out of a carton of orange juice. 


“Oi!” Tony exclaims. “Pour that in a glass, you heathen.” 
Clint snorts. “At least I don’t have to be reminded to eat, you self-sacrificing scrap of metal.” 


“Yeah, and who’s the billionaire?” Tony retorts, and Clint rolls his eyes, taking another sip from 
the carton. 


“Guess that means you won’t mind buying us another carton of orange juice,” he quips, and Tony 
huffs before turning and winking at Peter. 


“Sleep okay?” Tony asks him, and Peter nods. 
“Yup. I really appreciate the room and everything,” he says earnestly, and Tony sighs. 


“For the last time, kid. You don’t have to thank me for common decency. What was I supposed to 
do - make you sleep on the couch?” 


Peter shrugs. “Sure.” 
Beside him, Rhodey shakes his head. “Absolutely not.” 


Peter’s just about to protest that statement when Steve cuts in. “Breakfast is done. If Nat hasn’t 
eaten all of it already,” he adds, tossing a glare in her direction as she grabs yet another piece of 
bacon. 


Everyone gets up, filing into a line to grab food, and Peter instinctually goes to the back. He has to 
make sure everyone else gets enough food first, a habit from taking care of his kids. 


It’s only after he’s made sure everyone has put an ample supply of food on their plate that he steps 
forward and adds food to his own plate. He only takes two pancakes, some eggs, and two slices of 
bacon - not nearly enough for his boosted metabolism, but he wants to make sure there’s enough 
for everyone else to have seconds. 


When he sits down at the spacious dining table, Tony raises an eyebrow at him but thankfully 
doesn’t say anything. Peter doesn’t waste any time before digging in se-that ne-one-cantakett 


awaytromhim and he nearly moans at the taste. 


“Where’s Sam?” Clint asks curiously. 


“He’s got his group therapy thing today,” Natasha answers. “He said he’Il be back around noon.” 


“Good. We’re training at one today,” Tony tells them. He then turns his gaze to Peter. “The kid 
and I are going down after breakfast so he can make suggestions for a training course for him.” 


Peter’s eyes widen. “What? I mean - why?” 


Tony gives him a confused look. “Everyone here has their own specialized area of the gym. Nat 
has her own wall of weapons and mat, Clint has a whole area for target practice, there’s a team 
sparring ring, Steve does a little bit of everything, et cetera. I figure some sort of course to help you 
hone in on your skills with climbing and fighting in the air would be good. I’m not entirely sure 
yet.” 


“You really don’t have - “ Peter starts to say, but Tony holds up a hand, effectively cutting him off. 


“Of course I don’t. But like I said before - we could use someone like you. You’re part of the team 
now. You need to be able to harness your skills to have our backs in the field,” Tony reasons and, 
well, Peter can’t exactly argue with that. “Also,” Tony adds, “go get some more food. I think your 
super-metabolism needs it.” 


Tony looks pointedly at his plate, and Peter looks down, blushing in surprise when he realizes it’s 
already been wiped completely clean. 


“Oh. Sorry.” 


Tony just barely keeps himself from rolling his eyes. “Uh uh - we went over this. No apologizing 
for stupid things. Especially for needing food. Jesus.” 


Peter ducks his head at that and quickly scrambles out of the room with his now-empty plate. He’s 
embarrassed, yeah, but something in his chest warms at the idea that he’s in a place where people 


want him to have more food. He’s se-searedthatitH disappearatany second grateful. 


He piles his plate high with eggs, sausage, and pancakes before turning to join everyone back at the 
table. On his way out, though, a stack of toast catches his eye, and the part of himself that hasn’t 
realized it doesn’t need to stay in Survival Mode yells at him. 


Save some for later! 


Peter’s heart pounds in his chest, and he glances around to make sure no one is watching him. 


He feels disgusting shmysinfulwrene as he takes two pieces of bread and tucks them into the 
waistband of his sweats. As he walks back to the table, they feel like weights tied to his body. But 


the voice in his head whispers a gentle reminder. 


Just in case. 


It starts with the bread, but it doesn’t end there. 


He’s just finished a quick two-mile run for a warm up before sparring with Natasha, since 
apparently he has “shitty technique,” when Steve waves him over. 


“Not bad, kid,” Steve tells him. ““You’re already much better at pacing yourself.” 


“Thanks. I, uh, usually just take to the skies whenever I’m being chased. I don’t think I’m a big fan 
of this whole ‘running’ thing,” Peter jokes, and Steve laughs. 


“Are any of us?” he asks sympathetically, before taking on a more serious face. “Anyway, listen. 
So I know the enhanced metabolism thing can get really annoying, and Tony generally keeps the 
place pretty well-stocked, but I know I get pretty prone to blood-sugar crashes, especially right 
after exercising. You probably know what I’m talking about, right?” 


Peter nods, thinking about how he’s wsedte-ahvays-being hungry so drained for energy and sick 
after big fights or long patrols. He watches curiously as Steve rifles through the gym bag next to 


him and takes out a bar wrapped in foil, tossing it to Peter. 


“This is a special sort of power bar that Tony had made specifically for me. Think Clif Bar but for 
people with super-metabolisms. He has them shipped in every month or so, and I usually keep one 
in my bag at all times. They do wonders. Anyway, he always gives me way too much, and the 
pantry in the big kitchen is stocked full of these. Feel free to as many of them as you want.” 


“Oh cool, thanks!” Peter exclaims, carefully peeling back the foil and taking a bite. His eyes widen 
in surprise, and Steve smiles knowingly. 


“Good, right?” 


Peter nods enthusiastically. “Usually these type of things don’t taste very good. Aunt M - “ Peter 
coughs on the name, a sore spot still, and looks away before continuing. “We used to have protein 
bars, but they always tasted like cardboard. Is this... mint chocolate chip?” 


Steve, bless him, doesn’t comment on the slip, and nods. “Yup. But the cookie dough one is my 
favorite. Each of the boxes are labeled, so just take whatever kind you want to try.” 


“Thank you so much,” Peter says earnestly. 


“No problem. And hey,” Steve hesitates before continuing. “I know all of this - “ he gestures to the 
room, “ - is still pretty new and probably scary, and I know that you haven’t had an easy time of it. 
But, uh, if you ever need to talk, I know any one of us would be willing to listen.” 


Peter nods and looks down at his feet shyly, overcome by an emotion he can’t quite explain. It’s 
been months and months since any kind of adult has advocated for his well-being, emotional or 
otherwise. He doesnt quitetrustit has gotten used to walking the lonely road. 


When he looks back up at the man, Peter keeps those thoughts in the very back of his head and 
smiles. “Aw, who knew Captain America would be such a sap?” he teases, and Steve laughs at 
that. 


“Didn’t you know? I’m America’s Sweetheart,” Steve quips. 
“Hey, Sweetheart!’ Natasha calls from across the room. 
“How did she even hear that?” Steve mutters, and Peter shrugs cluelessly. 


“Why don’t you and the baby spider come over here so I can kick your asses?” Natasha continues, 
and Steve sighs, looking resigned. 


“Better get used to this, kid,” Steve tells him as they walk over to the sparring ring. “She’s a 
menace,” Steve tells him, glaring pointedly at Natasha, who merely grins and punches him. 


“Come on, you love it,” she protests, looking amused. “Just for that, you get to go first.” 


“Awesome,” Steve responds dryly, and Peter sits on the small set of bleachers next to the mat. 


He watches in awe as they toss out kicks and punches, dodging each other gracefully with complex 
twists, turns, and flips. The Black Widow is a force to be reckoned with, and it’s easy to see how 
her fighting style differs from Steve’s. 


While they’re distracted, Peter takes out the bar Steve gave him and stares at it in consideration. If 
living on the streets taught him anything, it’s how to treat food: you either eat it right then and 
there, or you hide it. 


He casually puts his hands behind him and feels for the underside of the step he's sitting on. He 
curls his fingers onto the trigger of his web-shooter and quickly webs the bar to the underside of it 
before turning his full attention back to the heroes sparring in front of him. 


His heart pounds in his chest. 


(Now that he has food, he’s constantly terrified of losing it.) 


Thankfully, Tony understands that he can’t stop Peter from patrolling every night, so he doesn’t 
even try. 


In fact, Tony’s working on a new suit for Peter, even asking for his input for different features and 
web-shooter combinations. Brainstorming and getting to watch the genius in action has been an 
absolute dream. 


So maybe Peter’s had a bad case of hero worship for the man since he was a kid, but who can 
blame him? 


For now, though, Peter continues to take his homemade suit out every night, now with the added 
benefit of it at least being clean. 


Peter loves his old suit. It’s the one thing that’s never changed throughout all of this. From the 
moment he became Spider-Man to May kicking him out and then to Tony bringing him in, the suit 
has always been a constant in a world full of variables. 


Spider-Man is everything. Peter+s-nething- 


His patrol always works like clockwork. He moves from block to block, keeping an ear out for 
news and addressing concerns, listening to people make idle conversation. Except now, one thing 
is different. 


Now he has two houses to stop at, three times a week. 


He always starts with Cassidy and Oliver. The two of them were placed into a foster home 
together, the foster parents having been hand-picked by Peter and Pepper. The goodbye was tearful 
on Cassidy’s part and angry on Oliver’s. The look of betrayal on the boy’s face was one that Peter 
doesn’t think he’ll ever forget. 


But he sneaks in on those select nights, like clockwork, just after their bedtime and reads them a 
story. Oliver likes to scowl and huff that he’s “too old for silly little kids’ stories” but he always 
ends up curled next to Peter, head leaning on his shoulder as he reads. 


This past week, they’ve been reading A Bear Called Paddington. They’re on chapter three. 


“Paddington eyed the tray hungrily,” Peter reads. “There was half a grapefruit in a bowl, a plate 
of bacon and eggs, some toast, and a whole pot of marmalade, not to mention a large cup of tea. ‘Is 


all that for me?’ he exclaimed. ‘If you don’t want it, I can soon take it away again,’ said Mrs. 
Bird.” 


Cassidy lets out a small giggle as Peter makes his voice go high-pitched to sound more feminine. 
“Petey, that’s not even how girls sound!” she protests, and he pokes her in the side. 


“Oh, really?” he asks in mock surprise. “Because that’s how you sound,” he teases, this time 
earning a laugh from Oliver as Cassidy pouts. 


“You’re mean,” she whines, and Peter shrugs. 


“Tn that case, I guess I'll just go?” he says, pretending to close the book and get up, but she quickly 
tackles him to make him stay, and Peter smiles smugly. 


“That’s what I thought,” he says, before turning back to the book. “ ‘Oh, I do,’ said Paddington, 
hurriedly. ‘It’s just that I’ve never seen so much breakfast before.’ ‘Well, you’d better hurry up 
with it.’ Mrs. Bird turned in the doorway and looked back.” 


Oliver makes a sound in the back of his throat, and Peter turns his head sharply in concern. The 
boy is staring unseeingly ahead, and Peter gently nudges him. 


“Oliver? You okay, buddy?” he asks, and he waits a second for Oliver to look back up at him. 


“They feed us breakfast here,” he says quietly, and while Peter is happy that his kids are being 
provided for, he can’t help but feel a stab of self-loathing that he was never able to provide enough 
food for his kids. They deserved so much more than him what they got. 


“T’m so glad they do. Everyone deserves food,” Peter tells him, but Oliver shakes his head. 


“That’s - that’s not what I mean,” he says, seemingly trying to find the right words, and Peter waits 
patiently. “It’s just that, I was so mad at you for giving us away. I thought - I thought you didn’t 
love us anymore,” Oliver confesses. 


Peter shakes his head quickly. “No no, babe, I love you so much. So much,” Peter says fiercely, 
and Oliver nods, eyes filling with tears. 


“T, uh, I know that now. They give us breakfast. You needed someone to give you breakfast, too. 
This was the only way. I get it now,” he says seriously and with far more maturity than a twelve 
year old should have. 


Something inside of Peter crumples in relief at hearing those words, and he quickly pulls Oliver 
close, hugging him fiercely. 


“T only wanted what’s best for my kids. And that wasn’t me,” Peter whispers in shame. “I’m so 
sorry.” 


He feels a small hand settle on his shoulder, and he pulls away from Oliver to find Cassidy looking 
at him with shining eyes. She puts her hands on Peter’s cheeks, brushing away tears he hadn’t 
realized were there. 


“No, Petey. You saved us. You saved us.” 
He offers the kids a watery smile, and the knot of self-hatred inside his chest loosens, just a little. 


If Peter Parker only ever does one thing right in his life, he’s glad it was for them. 


He stops outside of Ava’s apartment and looks in. From what he’s been able to tell, her and her 
mom are much happier now. Ava looks brighter than ever, clean and bubbly in a way Peter never 
got to see before. 


Peter promised to visit her weekly, and he does. She just doesn’t know about it. 


Ava doesn't need him like the kids do. She has people now, a family, and she doesn’t need any 
more reminders of what was probably the scariest time of her life. 


She’s curled up in her bed, fast asleep, and he smiles at how relaxed she looks. Peter will never get 
tired of seeing her happy. He shakes his head to himself and quickly crawls through her window 
and tiptoes to the little dresser. 


He pulls a bag of potato chips - her favorite - from his bag and leaves it there for her. She’ ll know 
who it’s from, know he still cares. 


Just as he’s turning to leave, a small voice stops him in his tracks. 
“Petey?” 


He looks over to find her watching him with groggy eyes. Peter’s heart completely melts, and he 
can’t help but go to her. 


“Hey, baby,” he whispers, bending down to tenderly kiss her on the forehead. 


She reaches out to him, grasping his hand in her small fingers. He gently squeezes back before 
pulling away. 


“ Peter, ” she whines at the loss of contact, but he shakes his head, heart tugging painfully. 


“Go back to sleep, love,” he soothes, stroking her hair gently, and she nods obediently, closing her 
eyes. 


By the time she’s fallen asleep again, Peter's long gone. 

“What do you think?” Tony asks, watching Peter whirl enthusiastically as he gets a feel for the 
new suit. 

“T think I’m in love!” Peter gushes, and Tony raises an eyebrow at him. 


“T think I’m a little out of your age range,” he says dryly. “Not really into the jail scene, if you 
know what I mean.” 


Peter blushes. “That - I don’t - first of all, ew/ Mr. Stark, I didn’t mean - “ 


Tony puts a hand up. “Goodness, I was just teasing. You’re going to give yourself an aneurysm. 
Now, I know you’re going to want to take the suit out right away, but I want to see do you the 
training course with it first, and you have to get through two training sessions with us before you 
can wear it outside of here.” 


Peter just nods absentmindedly, already fiddling with the different web combinations. 


“Oh cool! Ricochet web!” he exclaims, promptly shooting one out that bounces off the wall and 
shatters two beakers. 


“Whoa, whoa!” Tony yells, quickly slinging an arm over Peter’s. “Okay, Mr. Trigger Happy, let’s 
save it for the gym, yeah? Jesus. I have heart problems, you know.” 


Peter pulls off the mask and grins. “That explains a lot,” he says cheekily. 


“Oi, that’s enough of that. Here,” Tony tosses him a bar, and Peter catches it without thinking. 
“You look like you’re about to pass out from excitement. Eat.” 


Peter stares at it uncomprehendingly for a moment. “Where did you get this?” he asks in confusion. 


“Tt was in the little compartment under the toolbox,” Tony tells him, giving him a steady look. 
“Don’t worry, [ already replaced it.” 


“Wait... But - how?” Peter asks, completely leaving eloquence in the dust, but Tony seems to 
understand. 


“Kid, there’s not a whole lot that goes on under my roof that escapes my notice,” he says gently, 
and Peter’s stomach drops to his feet. Tony's definitely going to think -he*s-a-freak kick him out 
now. 


“Mr. Stark, I’m so sorry! I swear I wasn’t trying to steal or attract bugs or leave trash around, and I 
know I shouldn’t have - “ 


“Peter, Peter no,” Tony says quickly, rushing to cut him off. “Stop it. I don’t want you to 
apologize.” 


The kid gives him a confused look, and Tony takes a deep breath. “Listen, kid. I can’t even 
imagine what it must have been like for you out there. I’m lucky enough that I’ve never had to go 
without food. You don't have to stop doing this if it makes you feel better. I mainly just want you 
to trust that you won't have to go without food again. Because you won’t,” Tony says firmly. “I 
will never let that happen.” 


The hand holding the protein bar shakes as Peter tries to process those words. They don’t feel real. 
He can’t comprehend that someone is looking straight at his baggage and not tossing him back 
onto the streets with it. 


Peter looks at Tony with conflicted eyes. “You guys must really need Spider-Man,” he says 
quietly. 


Tony furrows his brows at that. “What? Is that what you think? That we just want you for what 
Spider-Man can do for us?” 


Peter avoids Tony’s eyes as he mutters, “Why else would I be here? Isn’t that why you approached 
me in the first place?” 


Tony shakes his head, walking forward until he’s standing directly in front of Peter. He carefully 
tilts the kid’s chin up with a finger. 


“No. I mean, yeah, we were curious to know who was behind the mask, but that’s not why we 
asked you to live with us. We asked you to live with us because we met a kid who risks his 

life daily to protect people who walk by him everyday without a second glance. Because you were 
starving and cold, and because you deserve more than that.” 


Peter’s eyes fill with tears at that. You deserve more than that. 


Not “Spider-Man deserves more than that.” Peter Parker. 


He gives Tony a desperate look, a vice around his throat. ““What do you want from me?” he 
whispers. 


Tony sighs heavily. “Oh, kid. I don’t need anything from you. I mean, I want you to feel safe here 
and to understand that you will always have access to food and anything you need. And, I mean, I 
think it’d be good if you enrolled back into school soon, but that’s just because I know you’re too 
damn smart to not be in it. But you don’t have to give me anything or do anything for me. I just 
want you to get to be a kid.” 


And Peter has absolutely no clue what to say to that. Thank you? That wouldn’t be nearly enough. 
It doesn’t sound like anything. It’s just dry. Instead, he settles for something else, and hopes Tony 
understands. 


“Okay.” 

Tony grins widely, and Peter knows he does. 

A few weeks later, he’s sitting at dinner with the Avengers, stuffing himself full of Indian curry, 
rice, and naan while they talk about Nick Fury. 

“So no one on the planet knows how he lost his eye?” Peter asks curiously. 

“Ah, key words: on the planet,” Clint says mysteriously. 


“What does that even mean? ” Peter demands, but Clint just waggles his eyebrows and says 
nothing. 


Peter turns to Natasha. “Oh, come on, there’s no way you don’t know. You know, like, everything. 
I bet you did your little spy thing and found out.” 


She raises an eyebrow at him, looking amused. “My ‘little spy thing’?” 

Peter shrugs. “Do you have a better word for it?” 

“Espionage?” Sam interjects with a laugh. 

“Whatever,” Peter mutters. “My point still stands: there’s no way Nat doesn’t know.” 

She smirks at him. “Well, there’s no way I’m telling you either way. Then /’// lose my eye.” 
“Ah ha!” Peter exclaims. “So you do know!” 


Natasha just sighs and shakes her head. “Kid, let it rest,” Tony says, but Peter notices that he can’t 
help but look amused, too. 


Just as Peter’s cleaning the rest of the sauce off his plate with the last bit of naan, Rhodey starts 
going around and taking plates up. Peter quickly swallows and gets up to help. 


“Here, I'll put the food away,” he offers, taking Steve and Pepper’s plate. 
“Thank you, sweetie,” Pepper tells him with a quick kiss to his cheek. 


Peter makes his way to the kitchen and starts rinsing off the plates before turning to all the takeout 


containers lining the counter. He closes them and sticks them in the fridge. 


Before Peter, Tony never thought twice about saving leftovers, knowing he could just buy fresh 
food whenever he wanted. Now, though, he’s much more conscious about not wasting food, and 
Peter always eats the leftovers. 


He puts the leftover naan back into the foil and pauses, the familiar whisper in his ear reminding 
him that this would be the perfect thing to save. Just in case. 


Peter stands there for a moment, conflicted. Old instincts are hard to erase. But then he shakes his 
head and tells himself that since coming to live here, he’s never had to be without food. Never had 
it snatched away. 


I’m safe, he thinks. 


Confident in his decision, he puts the wrapped naan next to the leftovers in the fridge and turns to 
go back to the dining room. 


He finds Tony watching him from the table, and Peter freezes, as though he’s been caught doing 
something bad. 


But Tony just gives him a knowing smile, eyes shining with pride, and Peter relaxes. He sits at the 
table, surrounded by these people he considers a family, and simply takes in their presence. And 
even after everything he’s been through, Peter is grateful. 


The lonely road, he thinks, was a terrible one, but he’d take it all over again if it meant being where 
he is now. 


(Safe. Loved. Happy.) 


End Notes 


Oof, I’m so scared no one’s gonna like this. I've had this in my head since I published the 
first part, and I'm so relieved to have finally put it into words. I don't think I quite captured 
the style of the first part, but I tried. I wanted to get it out anyway, because there's another 
sequel to this I really want to write at some point. 


There are probably a lot of typos (I tried to edit), but I think I'm entering sensory overload 
and am getting increasingly agitated, so I'm just gonna let it rest. I'm sorry if this was 
disappointing or not what you guys wanted. It felt choppy and weird when I was editing, but 
I'll go back and read it when I'm not feeling disgusting. 


Please leave a comment or kudos! Your feedback is like gold to me, and I always treasure it 
greatly. And, as always, come harass me on tumblr @the-great-escapism. 


Please drop by the archive and comment to let the author know if you enjoyed their work! 


